THE STORY OF MISS CHARPILLON      3^
The aunt opened it softly.
'Come back in an hour/ she said; 'she hai been ordered
a bath, and has just got into it/
'This is only another infamous piece ci deception; yoi?
are a liar, and she is a brazen cheat.*
*You are severe and unjust; but if you promise to be
reasonable I will take you up to her on the third floor. She
can say what she likes about it, at any rate you will see I
have not deceived you/
I followed her upstairs; she pushed me into a room, and
closed the door on me. Miss Charpillon was in a large bath;
her back was turned to me. Said the miserable coquette,
pretending not to know who it was: 'Aunt, will you give
me some towels, please/
But as soon as she saw me she crouched down, and pre'
tended to be very angry.
'Go away! go away!'
'Spare yourself the trouble of crying out, my dear, you
cannot impose upon me; and do not fear, I shall do you no
harm, that would be playing into your hands/
'My aunt shall pay me for this/
'As you like, but I am her friend henceforth. I won't
touch you. Stay as you are/
'Monster!3
At this moment the aunt came in, and I left the room
without saying another word. She followed me downstairs,
and asked me if I was satisfied.
'Yes,' said I, 'for I now know you both thoroughly. Here
is your money/
I tossed a hundred-guinea note into her lap, fool that I
was, saying she could make her balm of life, and that as
for her promise to repay, I would not give one damn for it.
Six or seven days after, I met her at Vauxhall, with her
aunt and Goudar, and she inveigled me into giving them
supper. She asked me to take her home, but I refused, paid
t/ e bill, and left her. But she was not one to relinquish her
prey so easily. She sent Goudar to me. The wretch begar

